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There to us for a while was the blending of hands ;
The holm welled with gore, and the head I be-

carved
In that hall of the ground from the Mother of

Grendel

With the all-eked edges; unsoftly out thence 2UO
My life forth I ferry'd, for not yet was I fey.
But the earls' burg to me was giving thereafter
Much sort of the treasures, e'en Healfdene's son.

XXXI. BEOWULF GIVES HROTHGAR'S
GIFTS TO HYGELAC, AND BY HIM IS
REWARDED. OF THE DEATH OF
HYGELAC AND OF HEARDRED HIS
SON, AND HOW BEOWULF IS KING OF
THE GEATS: THE WORM IS FIRST
TOLD OF.

SO therewith the folk-king far'd, living full
seemly;
By those wages forsooth' ne'er a whit had I

lost,
By the meed of my main, but to me treasure gave

he,

The Healfdene's son, to the doom of myself;
Which  to thee,   king   of bold  ones,  will I be
a-bringing.